128             MR PODD OF BORNEO
The fair sight before them seemed to breathe fresh
energy into the jaded travellers. One, a dar.k-com-
plexioned man in the simple garb of an African negro,
walked at the side of the dusty white road, supporting
the camel's burden, which appeared to have a tendency
to slip round. The other, a small person of venerable
aspect, wearing the costume of a mullah, strode
doggedly ahead, pulling the unwilling animal after
him.
It had been an extraordinary journey, but the last
mile promised to be the most remarkable of all. For
now travellers were streaming over the bridge that
led from the city, intent on gaining Singapore by
dust All sorts and kinds of men were moving,
Indians, Sikhs, Klings, Chinese, Malays. As they
passed, they gazed with strong interest at the camel
and its perspiring attendants. There went along a
herd of wild-eyed Sakai, trotting, strung out by the
roadside, furtively glancing at the animal; there was
none like it in the Malay jungle, which they knew
from end to end. Clad in blue-cotton rags, their
women with babies in baskets on their backs, the men
with burdens of rubber and rattans, they moved tire-
lessly towards their destination, the produce-market
in the Kampong China at Singapore. Then came a
hadji dressed in green robe and turban, with a sparse
grey beard and a dignified step, as befitted a man who
had made the pilgrimage. He saluted the mullah
suspiciously, as one of a breed untrustworthy as his
own, and looked the camel over with a knowing eye.
Here and there groups of Chinese kebuns rested by
the dusty roadside. The smoke of their tobacco